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EASTER SUNDAY APRIL 12 1914, 7.30 P.M. 
REDEMPTION 


Soprano, MRS. GRACE BONNER WILLIAMS 
Alto, MISS NORA BURNS 

Tenor, MR. LAMBERT MURPHY 

Baritone, MR. EARL; CARTWRIGHT 

Bass, MR. OSCAR HUNTTING 


SITE FUND STATEMENT 


Since the last announcement the following have taken certificates as 


indicated : 
SERIES A (One Dollar Certificates) 


Mr. Claude M. Calvert (2) 
Mme. Wilhelmina Wright Calvert (2) 


SERIES B (Five Dollar Certificates) 


Pres. L. H. Murlin 
Mr. A. P. Sears (2) 


The Site Fund now amounts to $2400. It is hoped to increase it to 
$50 000 by our hundredth anniversary in 1915. Send checks to President 
W. F. Bradbury, 369 Harvard Street, Cambridge. 


No. 1 of Vol. II. of the History of the Handel and Haydn Society 
from May 1890 to May 1897, including lists of the concerts and of the 
officers from May 1890 to May I912, and No. 2 of Vol. II. from May 1897 
to May 1903 written by W. F. Bradbury, and also Vol. I. from 1815 to 
May 1800 are on sale at Chickering & Sons, 169 Tremont Street, and at 
C. W. Thompson & Co.’s Music Store, A and B Park Street. 
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Charles Camille Saint-Saens. 


Born October 9, 1835. 


SAMSON AND DELILAH 


Oratorio begun in 1869, finished 1872. English version by Nathan Haskell Dole. 


Second performance by the Handel and Haydn Society. 


Part I. 


CHORUS 


God! Israel’s God! 
To our petition hearken! 
Thy children save! 
As they kneel in despair 
Heed Thou their prayer, 
While o’er them sorrows darken! 
Oh let Thy wrath 
Give place to loving care! 


THE WOMEN 


Since Thou from us 

Hast turned away Thy favor 
We are undone, 

In vain Thy people fight. 


CHORUS 


Lord, wilt Thou have 

That we perish forever— 

The nation that alone 

Hath known 

Thy light? Ah! all the day 
Do I humbly adore Him: 

Deaf to my cry 

He gives me no reply 
Yet still I bow before Him 
And implore Him 

That He at last 

To my aid may draw nigh! 


THE HEBREW MEN 


By savage foes our cities have been harried; 
Gentiles Thine altar with shame 
Have profaned; 
Our tribes afar 
To dire slavery carried 
All scattered are; 
Scarce our name 
Hath remained! 
Art Thou no more 
The God of our salvation 
Who saved our sires 
From the chains that they wore? 
Lord! hast Thou forgot 
Those vows, sworn to our nation 
In days of yore 
When Fgypt hurt us sore? 


SAMSON 


Pause and stand 
O my brothers, 
And bless the holy name 
Of the God of our fathers! 


Produced in Weimar, December 2, 1877. 


Your pardon is at hand, 

And your chains shall be broken! 
I have heard in my heart 

Words of hope softly spoken:— 
"Tis the voice of the Lord 

That through His servant speaketh: 
He doth His grace afford; 

Your lasting good He seeketh; 
Your throne shall be restored! 

Brothers! now break your fetters! 
Our altar let us raise 
To the God whom we praise! 


CHORUS 


Alas! vain words he utters, 
Freedom can ne’er be ours! 
Of arms our foes bereft us; 
How use our feeble powers? 
Only tears are left us! 


SAMSON 


Is your God not on high? 

Hath He not sworn to save you? 
He is still your ally 

By the name that He gave you! 
"T'was for you alone 

That He spake through His thunders! 
His glory He hath shown 

To you by mighty wonders! 
He led through the Red Sea 

By miraculous ways, 
When our fathers did flee 

From a shameful oppression! 


CHORUS 


Past are those glorious days, 

God hath venged our transgression; 
In His wrath He delays, 

Nor hears our intercession. 


SAMSON 


Wretched souls! hold your peace! 
Doubt not the God above you! 
Fall down upon your knees! 
Pray to Him who doth love you! 
Behold His mighty hand, 
The safeguard of our nation! 
With dauntless valor stand 
In hope of our salvation! 
God the Lord speeds the right; 
God the Lord never faileth! 
He fills our arms with might, 
And our prayer now prevaileth! 


CHORUS 


Lo! the spirit of the Lord 
Upon his soul hath rested! 
Come! our courage is restored; 
Let now His way be tested! 
We will march at His side; 
Deliverance shall attend us, 
For the Lord is our guide, 
And His arm shall defend us! 


ABIMELECH 


Who dares to raise the voice of pride? 
Do these slaves accuse their masters? 
Who oft in vain our strength have tried, 
Would they now incur new disasters? 
Conceal your despair 

And your tears! 
Our patience will hold out no longer; 
You have found that we are the stronger; 
In vain your prayer, 

We mock your fears; 

Your God, whom ye implore with anguish, 
Remaineth deaf to your call; 

He lets you still in bondage languish, 
On you His heavy judgments fall! 


If He from us desires to save you, 
Now let Him show His power divine, 
And shatter the chains your conquerors gave 
you! 
Let the sun of freedom shine! 


De ye hope in insolent daring 
Our God unto yours will yield, 
Jehovah with Dagon comparing, 
Who for us winneth the field? 
Nay, your timid God fears and trembles 
When Dagon before Him is seen; 
He the plaintive dove resembles; 
Dagon, the vulture bold and keen. 


SAMSON 


O God, it is Thou he blasphemeth! 
Let Thy wrath on his head descend, 
Lord of hosts! 
His power hath an end. 
On high like lightning gleameth 
The sword sparkling with fire; 
From the sky swiftly streameth 
The host burning with ire:— 
Yea! all the heavenly legions 
In their mighty array 
Sweep down from boundless regions, 
And strike the foe with dismay. 
At last cometh the hour 
When God’s fierce fire shall fall; 
Its terrible power 
And His thunder appall. 
Lord, before Thy displeasure 
Helpless the earth shall quake; 
Thy wrath will know no measure 
When vengeance Thou shalt take! 


ABIMELECH 


Give o’er! rashly blind! Cease thy railing, 
Wake not Dagon’s wrath, death-entailing! 


SAMSON AND CHORUS 


Israel! break your chain! 
Arise! display your might! 

Their idle threats disdain! 
See, the day follows night! 
Jehovah, God of light, 

Hear our prayer as of yore, 
And for Thy people fight! 
Let the right 

Win once more! 


Lord, before Thy displeasure 
Helpless the earth shall quake; 
Thy wrath will know no measure. 
When vengeance Thou shalt take! 
Thou the tempest unchainest; 
The storms Thy word obey; 
The vast sea Thou restrainest; 
Be our shield, Lord, to-day! 


HIGH PRIEST 


Coward! with hearts easily daunted 
Ye-are filled with foolish alarm! 

Have ye lost all your boldness vaunted, 
Do ye fear their God’s puny arm? 

Curse you and your nation forever, 
Children of Israel! 

I fain your tribe from earth would sever, 
And leave no trace to tell! 
Curse him, too, their guide! 

him! 
Him will I stamp ’neath my feet! 
A cruel doom must now await him; 
He shall die when we meet! 
Curse her, too, the mother who bore him, 
And all her hateful race! 
May she who faithful love once swore him 
Prove heartless, false, and base. 
Cursed be the God of his nation 
That God his only trust; 
His temple shake from its foundation, 
His altar fall to dust! 


How I hate 


PHILISTINES 


In spite of brave professions, 
To yonder mountains fly; 
Leave our homes, our possessions, 
Our God, or else we die! 


HEBREW OLD MEN 


Praise ye Jehovah! 
story! 
Psalms of praise loudly swell! 
God is the Lord! In His power and His 
glory 
He hath saved Israel! 
Through Him weak arms have triumphed 
o’er the masters, 
Whose might oppressed them sore; 
Upon their heads He hath poured great 
disasters, 
They will mock Him no more! 


Tell all the wondrous 


AGED HEBREW 


His hand in anger stern chastised us, 
For we His laws had disobeyed; 
But when our punishment advised us, 
_ And we our humble prayer had made, 
He bade us cease our lamentations— 
“Rise in arms, to combat!” He cried, 
“Your God shall provide 
Your salvation; 
In battle I am by your side!” 


HEBREW OLD MEN 


When we were slaves, He came our chains 
to sever, 
We were ever His care; 
His mighty arm was able to deliver, 
He hath turned our despair!- 
Praise ye Jehovah! ‘Tell all the wondrous 
story! 
Psalms of praise loudly swell! 
God is the Lord! In His power and His 
glory 
He hath saved Israel! 


THE PHILISTINE WOMEN 


Now spring’s generous hand 
Brings flowers to the land; 
Be they worn as crowns 
By thy conquering band! 
With light, gladsome voices, 
*Mid glowing roses, 
While all rejoices, 
Sing, sisters, sing— 
Your tribute bring! 
Come, deathless delight, 
Youth’s springtime bright, 
The beauty that charms 
The heart at the sight, 
The love that entrances 
And new love wakens 
With timid glances! 
My sisters, love 
Like the birds above! 


DELILAH 


I come with a song for the splendor 
Of my love who won in the fray! 
I belong unto him for aye; 
Heart as well as hand I surrender! 
Come, my dearest one, follow me 
To Soreck, the fairest of valleys, 
Where, murmuring, the cool streamlet 
dallies! 
Delilah there will comfort thee. 


SAMSON 


O God! who beholdest my trial, 
Thy strength to Thy servant impart, 
Close fast mine eyes, make firm my heart, 
Support me in stern self-denial! 


DELILAH 


My comely brow for thee I bind 
With clusters of cool, curling cresses, 
And Sharon’s roses sweet are twined 
Amid my long raven tresses. 


AGED HEBREW 


Oh turn away, my son, and go not there! 
Avoid this stranger’s seductive devices; 
Heed not her voice, though softly she 

entices; 

Of the serpent’s deadly fang beware! 


SAMSON 


Hide from my sight her beauty rare, 
Whose magic spell with right alarms me! 
Oh, quench those eyes whose brightness 

charms me, 

And fills my heart with love’s despair! 


DELILAH 


Sweet is the lily’s perfumed breath; 
Sweeter far are my warm caresses; 
There awaits thee love that blesses, 

And all that bliss awakeneth! 

Open thine arms, my brave defender! 
Let me fly to thy sheltering breast; 
There on thy heart I will sweetly rest, 

Filling thy soul with rapture tender. 

Come, oh come! 


SAMSON 


Oh that flame that my heart oppresses, 
Burning anew in this hour, 
Before my God, before my God give o’er 
thy powcr! 
Lord, pity him who his weakness confesses! 


AGED HEBREW 


Accursed art thou, if ’neath her charm thou 
fallest, 
If to her voice, if to her honeyed voice 
thou givest heed; 
Ah! then thy tears are vain, in vain thou 
callest 
On Heaven to save thee from the fruits of 
thy deed! 


DELILAH 


The spring with her dower 

Of bird and of flower 
Brings hope in her train; 

Her scent-laden pinions 

From love’s wide dominions 
Drives sorrow and pain. 

Our hearts thrill with gladness, 

For spring’s mystic madness 
Thrills through all the earth. 

To fields doth she render 

Their grace and their splendor— 
Joy and gentle mirth. 


In vain I adorn me 
With blossoms and charms! 
My false love doth scorn me, 
And flees from my arms! 
But hope still caresses 
My desolate heart— 
Past delight yet blesses! 
Love will not depart! 


When night comes, star-laden, 

Like a sad, lonely maiden, 

T’ll sit by the stream, 

And mourning I’ll dream. 

My heart I’) surrender 
If he come to-day, 

And still be as tender 

As when Love’s first splendor 
Made me rich and gay:— 
So Ill wait him alway. 


AGED HEBREW 


The powers of hell have created this woman 
Fair to the eye, to disturb thy repose; 
Turn from her glance, fraught with fire not 

human; 
Her love is a poison that brings countless 
woes! 


DELILAH 


My heart I'll surrender 
If he come to-day, 

And still be as tender 

As when Love's first splendor 
Made me rich and gay:— 
So Ill wait him alway! 


INTERMISSION IO MINUTES 


Part II. 


DELILAH 


This eve Samson makes his obeisance, 
This eve at my feet he will lie! 

Now the hour of my vengeance hastens— 
Our Gods I shall soon satisfy! 


O Love, of thy might let me borrow! 

Pour thy poison through Samson’s heart! 
Let him be bound before the morrow— 

A captive to my matchless art! 


In his soul he no longer would cherish 
The passion he wishes were dead; 

Can a flame like that ever perish, 
Evermore by remembrance fed? 


He rests my slave; his feats belie him; 
My brothers fear with vain alarms; 

I only of all—I defy him, 
I hold him fast within my arms! 


O Love, of thy might let me borrow! 

Pour thy poison through Samson’s heart! 
Let him be bound before the morrow— 

A captive to my matchless art! 


When love contends strength ever faileth; 
H’en he, the strongest of the strong, 
Through whom in war his tribe prevaileth, 

Against me shall not battle long! 


HIGH PRIEST 


I have crossed o’er the cheerless 
Mountain-peaks to thy side; 

’*Mid dangers I was fearless; 
Dagon served as my guide! 


DELILAH 


I greet you, worthy master; 
A welcome face you show, 
Honored e’er aS priest and pastor! .. . 


HIGH PRIEST 


Our disaster 
You know! 
Desperate slaves without pity 
Rose against their lords, 
They sacked the helpless city— 
None resisted their hordes. 
Our soldiers fled before them 
At the sound of Samson's name; 
The pangs of terror tore them, 
Like sheep they became! 
A menace to our nation, 
Samson had from on high 
A strength and preparation 
That none with him could vie. 


A vow hath bound him ever, 
He from birth was elect 

To consecrate endeavor, 
Israel’s glory to effect. 


DELILAH 


I know his courage dares you, 
Even unto your face; 

He endless hatred bears you, 
As the first of your race. 


HIGH PRIEST 


Within thine arms one day 

His strength vanished away; 

But since then 

He endeavors to forget thee again. 

"Tis said, in shameful fashion 
His Delilah he scouts; 

He makes sport of his passion, 
And all its joy he doubts. 


DELILAH 


Altho his brothers warn him, 
And he hears what they say, 
They all coldly scorn him 
Because he loves astray; 
Yet still, in spite of reason, 
He struggles all in vain; 
I fear from him no treason, 
For his heart I retain! 
"Tis in vain 
He defies me, 
Tho so mighty in arms; 
Not a wish he denies me; 
He melts before my charms. 


HIGH PRIEST 


Then let thy zeal awaken, 
Use thy weird magic powers, 
That unarmed, overtaken, 
He this night may be ours! 
Sell me this redoubtable thrall, 
Nor shall thy profit be small; 
Naught thou wishest could be a burden; 
Priceless shall be thy well-earned guerdon! 


DELILAH 


Do I care for thy promised gold? 

Delilah’s vengeance were not sold 

For all a king’s uncounted treasure! 

Thy knowledge, though boundless in meas- 
ure, 

Hath played thee false in reading me! 

O’er you he gained the victory, 

But I am still too powerful for him; 

More bitter than thou, I abhor him! 


HIGH PRIEST 


Thy design and thy deadly hate I should 
have guessed; 
To hear thy wily words my heart with 
pleasure trembles, 
Yet art thou sure of him? 
stand the test? 


Will thy power 


Hast thou measured his cunning? Maybe 
he, too, dissembles, 
DELILAH 
Thrice, indeed, have I failed to accomplish 
my plan— 
I have sought for the key to the strength of 
the man; 
I have kindled his love with the hope that 
by yielding 
I might spoil the mysterious might he is 
wielding! 
Thrice hath he foiled my plan, disappointed 
my hope; 
His secret still he holds—with him no one 
can cope! 


In vain I emulate all the fire he expresses; 
Though I thought that I might gain that 
knowledge by caresses, 
This haughty Hebrew slave oft hath hurried 
away 
From my sweetest embraces to engage in the 
fray. 
But to-day 
Have no fear, my might will overawe him; 
Pale grew his face once stern, 
He shook when last I saw him. 
So know 
That our foe 
His friends once more will spurn; 
He will yearn 
For my love, 
We shall see him return. 


The victory shall be mine, I am ready to 
meet him; 

One last weapon is left me—my tears shall 
defeat him! 


HIGH PRIEST 


Oh, may Dagon, our God, by thy side deign 
to stand! 

"Tis for him thou art fighting; thou winnest 
by his hand. 


DELILAH AND HIGH PRIEST 


That vengeance now at last may find him, 
Delilah’s chain must firmly bind him! 

May he by his love yield his power, 

And here at my feet meekly cower. 


HIGH PRIEST 


In thee alone my hope remaineth, 

Thy hand the honored victory ch 
That vengeance. Ta 
We two shall strike the blow— 

Death to our mighty foe! 


DELILAH 


My hand the honored victory ripen 
That vengeance . Geis 
We two shall strike the blow— 

Death to our mighty foe! 


HIGH PRIEST 


To-night didst not tell me 
Samson is awaited? 


DELILAH 
He will come! 


HIGH PRIEST 


Then I go, lest he find me belated; 
But soon by secret paths I bring the aveng- 
ing band. 
Now the fate of thy land 
Is lodged within thy hand. 
Unveil his hidden heart, 
And rob him of his treasure; 
Make him tell where resides 
That force which none may measure. 


DELILAH 


Oh, can it be, I have lost the sway 
I held o’er my lover? 
The night is dark, without a ray; 
If he seek me now, how discover? 
Alas! 
The moments pass! 


SAMSON 


Once again to this place 
My erring feet draw nigh! 
I ought to shun her face, 
No strength have I! 
Tho my passion I curse, 
Yet its torments still slay me. 
Away! away from her, 
Ere she through stealth betray me! 


DELILAH 


’'Tis thou! ’tis thou whom I adore! 
In thine absence I languish; 
In seeing thee once more 
Forgot are hours of anguish! 
Thy face is doubly welcome. 


SAMSON 


Ah, cease that wild discourse; 
At thy words all my soul 
Is darkened with remorse! 


DELILAH 


Ah! Samson, my best-beloved friend 
In thy heart dost thou despise me? 
Is’t thus thy love hath an end, 
Which once above all jewels did prize me? 


SAMSON 


Thou hast been priceless unto my heart, 
And never canst thou be discarded! 
Dearer than life art thou regarded! 

In my love none hath greater part! 


DELILAH 


By my side dost thou fear some disaster? 
Dost thou doubt that I love thee still? 
Do I not fulfil all thy will 

Art not thou my dear lord and master? 


SAMSON 


Alas! Jehovah heard my vow— 
To obey Him is my bounden duty! 
Farewell, I must leave thee now, 
Ne’er again behold thy matchless beauty. 
No more to indulge joyful love—give way! 
Israel’s hopes revive by this token; 
For the Lord hath decreed the day 
Which shall see our chains surely broken! 
He hath spoken 
To me His word: 
“Among thy brethren art thou elected 
To lead them back to God their Lord, 
Ending all the woes whereby they are 
afflicted!”’ 


DELILAH 


What careth my heart all forlorn 

For Israel’s fate or her glory, 
When joy, from me brutally torn, 

Sums up for me the wretched story? 
When I in thy promise believed 

My peace of mind forever was ended; 
Each false caress that I received 

Was in my veins a poison blended. 


SAMSON 


Forbear to rack my soul with woe! 
I must yield to a law above thee; 
Tenfold my grief when thy tears flow— 
Delilah! Delilah! I love thee! 


DELILAH 


A God far more mighty than thine, 
My friend, through me his will proclaim- 
eth; 
’Tis the God of Love, the divine, 
Whose law thy God’s' small 
shameth! 

Recall blissful hours at my side, 
If thou from thy mistress must sever! 
Thou’st broke the faith that should abide! 

I alone remain constant ever! 


sceptre 


SAMSON 


Thou unfeeling! To doubt of my heart! 
Ever of my love all things tell me! 
Oh, let me perish by God’s dart, 
Tho God’s lightning should overwhelm me! 
I struggle with my fate no more, 
TI know on earth no power above thee! 
Yea, tho hell hold my doom in store, 
Delilah! Delilah! I love thee! 


DELILAH 


My heart at thy dear voice 
Opens wide like a flower, 
Which the morn’s kisses waken; 
But that I may rejoice, 
That my tears no more shower, 
Tell thy love still unshaken! 


Oh, say thou: wilt not now 
Leave Delilah again! 
Repeat with accents tender 
Every passionate vow, 
Oh, thou dearest of men! 
Oh, to the charms of love surrender! 
Rise with me to its heights of splendor! 


SAMSON 


Delilah! Delilah! I love thee! 


DELILAH 


As fields of growing corn 
In the morn bend and sway, 
When the light zephyr rises, 
EH’en so my heart forlorn 
Is thrilled by passion’s play 
At thy voice’s sweet surprises! 


Less rapid is the dart 
In its death-dealing flight 
Than I spring to my delight, 
To my place on thy heart! 
Oh, to the charms of love surrender! 
Rise with me to its heights of splendor! 


SAMSON 


I'll dry thy tears 

By charm of sweet caresses, 
And chase thy fears 

And the grief that oppresses! 


DELILAH 


But no! . the dream is o’er! 
Delilah trusts no more! 

Words are idle pretences! 
Thou hast mocked me before, 

Too flagrant thy offences! 


SAMSON 


When I dare to follow thee now, 

Forgetting my God and my vow— 

The God who hath sealed my existence 

With strength divine that knew no resist- 
ance! 


DELILAH 


Ah! well, thou shalt now read my heart! 
Know why thy God I have envied, hated— 
Thy God by whose fiat thou art, 
To whom thou art consecrated! 
Oh, tell me this vow thou hast sworn— 
How thy mighty power is redoubled! 
Remove the doubts whereby I am torn, 
Let not my heart be longer troubled! 


SAMSON 


Delilah! what dost thou desire? 
Ah! let not thy distrust rouse mine ire. 


DELILAH 


If still I have power left to move thee, 
Whereby in the past I was blest, 
This hour I would put it to test; 

Firm trust in me would now behoove thee! 


SAMSON 


Alas! the chain which I must wear 
Maketh not, nor marreth thy joyance! 
For my secret why dost thou care? 


DELILAH 


Tell me thy vow! Assuage the pain I bear! 


SAMSON 
Thy power is vain; vain thine annoyance! 


DELILAH 


Yea, my power is vain, 

Because thy love is bounded 
My desire to disdain, 

To despise my spirit, wounded 
By thy secret unknown; 

And to add without reason, 
In cold, insulting tone 

Charges of latent treason! 


SAMSON 


With a heart in despair 

Too immense to be spoken, 
I raise to God my prayer 

In a voice sad and broken! 


DELILAH 


For him have I displayed 
All my beauty’s decoration; 
And how am I repaid? 
In tears and lamentation! 


SAMSON 
All-powerful God, I call on Thee for aid! 


DELILAH 


To see thy stern, cold face 
My sad forebodings waken; 

Samson, flee from this place 
Ere I die, thy love forsaken. 


SAMSON 
Say no more! 

DELILAH 
Tell thy vow! 

SAMSON 


Ask me not! 


DELILAH 
Tell me now 


I implore— 
The vow which thou 
Hast taken. 


SAMSON 


The storm is rising fast 
To rend the hill asunder, 

And the Lord’s wrath will blast 
The traitor with His thunder! 


DELILAH 
I fear not by thy side! Come! 


SAMSON 
No! 

DELILAH 
Come! 

SAMSON 
Say no more! 

DELILAH 


At His wrath cast defiance! 


SAMSON 


Vain is my self-reliance, 
"Tis the voice of my God! 


DELILAH 


Coward! you loveless heart; 
I despise you! Away! 


Your aid, Philistines, your aid! 


SAMSON 
I am betrayed! 
Part III. 
SAMSON 
Look down on me, O Lord! Have mercy on 
me! 
Behold my woe! Behold sin hath undone 
me! 
My erring feet have wandered from Thy 
path, 


And so I feel the burden of Thy wrath! 
To Thee, O God, this poor wrecked life I 
offer! 

I am no more than a scorn to the scoffer! 
My sightless eyes testify of my fall; 

Upon my head 

Hath been shed 
Bitter gall! 


CHORUS 


Samson, why thy vow to God hast thou 
broken? 
What doth it betoken? 


SAMSON 


Alas! Israel, loaded with chains, 
From God’s holy face sternly banished 
Every hope of return hath vanished, 

And only dull despair remains! 

May we regain all the light of Thy favor! 
Wilt Thou once more Thy protection 


accord? 
Forget Thy wrath at our reproach, O 
Lord— 
Thou whose compassionate love watches 
ever! 


CHORUS 


God meant thou shouldst take the command 
To lead us to our fatherland; 

Samson! why thy vow hast thou broken? 
What doth it betoken? 


SAMSON 


Brothers, your complaint voiced in song 
Reaches me as in gloom I languish, 
And my spirit is torn with anguish 

To think of all this shame and wrong! 


God! take my life in expiation! 
Let me alone Thine anger bear; 
Punishing me, Thine Israel spare! 
Restore Thy mercy to our nation! 


CHORUS 


He for a woman sold his power! 
He to Delilah hath betrayed us! 
Thou who wert to us like a tower— 
Why hast thou slaves and hopeless made 
us? 


SAMSON 


Contrite, broken-hearted I lie, 
But I bless Thy hand in my sorrow! 
Comfort, Lord, let Thy people borrow, 
Let them escape! Let them not die! 


CHORUS OF PHILISTINES 


Dawn now on the hill-tops heralds the day! 
Stars and torches in its light fade away: 
Let us revel still, and despite its warning 
- Love till the morning! 
It is love alone makes us bright and gay! 
The breeze of the morn puts the shades 10 
flight, 
They hasten away like a mist-veil light! 
The horizon glows with a rosy splendor; 
The sun shines bright ‘ 
On each swelling height, 
And each tree top tender! 


THE HIGH PRIEST 


All hail the judge of Israel, 
Who by his presence here, 
Makes our festival splendid! 
Let him be by thy fair hands, 
Delilah, attended, 
Fill high for thy love the hydromel! 
Now let him drain the beaker with songs 
for thy praises, 
And vaunt thy power in swelling phrases! 
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CHORUS 


Samson, in thy pleasure we share! 
We praise Delilah, thy fair mistress! 
Empty the bowl and drown thy care! 
Good wine maketh less deepest distress! 


SAMSON 


Deadly sadness fills my soul! 
Lord, before Thee, humbly I bow me! 
Oh, by Thy will divine allow me, 

To gain at last life’s destined goal! 


DELILAH 


By my hand, love, be thou led! 

Let me show thee where thy feet may tread; 

Down the long and shaded alley 

Leading to the enchanted valley, 

Where often we used to meet, 

Enjoying hours heavenly sweet! 

Thou hadst to climb lofty mountains 
To make thy way to thy bride, 

Where by the murmuring fountains, 
Thou wert in bliss at my side! 

Tell me thy heart still blesses 

All the warmth of my caresses! 
Thy love served well for my end, 

That I my vengeance might fashion 
Thy vital secret I gained, 

Working on thy blinded passion! 
By my love thy soul was lured! 

Twas I who hath wrought our salvation! 
’T'was Delilah’s hand assured 

Her god, her hate, and her nation. 


SAMSON 


Deaf to Thy voice, Lord, I remained, 
And in my guilty passion’s blindness, 
Alas! the purest love profaned 
In lavishing on her my kindness. 


HIGH PRIEST 


Come now, we pray, sing, Samson, sing! 

Rehearse in verse thy sweet discourses, 
Which thou to her wert wont to bring 

From thy eager love’s inmost sources. 
Or let Jehovah show His power, 

Light to thy sightless eyes restoring! 
I promise thee that self-same hour 

We all will thy God name, adoring. 
Ah! He is deaf unto thy prayer, 

This God thou art vainly imploring! 
His impotent wrath I may dare 

And scorn His thunders idly roaring. 


SAMSON 


Hearest Thou, O God, from Thy throne 
How this impudent knave denies Thee, 
And how his hateful troop despise Thee, 

With pride and with insolence flown? 


Once again all Thy glory show them! 
Once more let Thy marvels shine, 
Thy light and Thy might be mine, 

That I again may overthrow them! 


CHORUS 

Ha! ha! ha! ha! 
We laugh at thy fury’s spite! 
Us thou canst not affright. 

With idle rage thou ragest; 
Thy day is like the night! 
Thine eyes lack their sight, 

A weakling’s war thou wagest! 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! 


HIGH PRIEST 


Come, fair Delilah, give thanks to our God, 
Jehovah trembles at his awful rod. 
Consult me now 

What the god head advises, 
H’en while we bow 

The altar incense rises. 


DELILAH AND HIGH PRIEST 


Dagon be ever praised! 
He my weak hand hath aided, 
And thy faint heart he raised 
When our last hope had faded. 


Oh, thou ruler over all the world, 
Thou who all stars createst, 

Be all thy foes to ruin hurled! 
Over all gods thou art greatest! 


CHORUS 


Thy blessing scatter 
With mighty signs! 
Let flocks wax fatter, 
More rich our vines! 
Let every village with wealth o’erflow, 
And keep from pillage 
Our hated foe! 


DELILAH AND HIGH PRIEST 


Accept, O lord sublime, 
Our yvictim’s grand oblation, 
For e’en our greatest crime 
Take them in expiation. 


CHORUS 
Dagon we praise! 


DELILAH AND HIGH PRIEST 


Reveal to thy priest’s wondering eyes, 
Who alone can behold thy glory, 
All the future’s dark, hidden story 

Which behind Fate’s veil written lies! 

God hear our prayer 
Before thy fane! 

Make us thy care! 

Thy justice reign! 

Success attend us 
Whene’er we fight! 

Protection lend us 
By day and night! 
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DELILAH, HIGH PRIEST, AND CHORUS 


Dagon shows his power! 
See the new flame tower! 
Burning bright 
Amid smouldering ashes, 
Our Lord of light, 
Descending, o’er us flashes! 
Lo! the god we worship now appeareth, 
And all his people feareth at his nod! 


HIGH PRIEST 


That Fate may not in favor falter, 

Now Samson, come, thine offering pour 
Unto Dagon there on his altar, 

And on thy knees his grace implore! 


(To the boy) 


Guide thou his steps! Let thou thy care 
enfold him 
That all the people from afar behold him! 


SAMSON 


O Lord, now is Thy time, 
Be Thou once more my stay; 
Toward the marble columns, 
My boy, guide thou my way. 


CHORUS 


Dagon shows his power. 
God hear our prayer. 
Thou hast vanquished the insolent 
Children of Israel, 
Strengthened our arm, 
Our heart renewed, 
And by thy wonders 
Kept us from harm, 
Brought this people to servitude, 
Who despised thy wrath 
And thy thunders! 
God hear our prayer, 
Glory to Dagon! Glory! 


SAMSON 


Hear thy servant’s cry, God, my Lord, 
Tho he is sore distrest with blindness! 
My former force once more restored, 
One instant renew Thy gracious kindness! 


Let Thine anger avenge my race; 
Let them perish all in this place. 


CHORUS 
Ah! 













nas Se 

















(Cet 
ie > i 


















amity 
eed NT ee ace eal 
al ; tire: Ip S 
'| CHICKERING fF 
e|: THE STANDARD = 
= 


PIANO 


SINCE 1823 


Tt 


so favored by the musical public as 

this famous old Boston make. The 
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Its wonderful tone and action call it to the studio 
to stimulate and encourage the pupil, and it is 
sought by teachers and musical people when the 
best is desired. 


Made in five sizes of Grands and three of Uprights. 
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